where they punch me in the face, kick me in the groin, and leave me broken. The end is more satisfying than imagining the sex. I walk to work a zombie, looking for lives to eat from a distance.
My boss is always there to open the store in the mornings. She doesn't trust me with a key. That's not speculation either. She's told me straight out, verbatim, "Aaron, I don't trust you with a key." I'm the most honest person I know. Not to myself, but to others.
Sometimes Karen will leave after she's unlocked the store and fucked about uselessly for a few minutes, but most of the time she sticks around and makes my morning anxious. She's real fussy about how she likes the pies made. She has this standard technique for pinching the corners of the crust closed, so that all the pies look the same. "Customers expect the product to be reliably predictable," she says to me. "That's redundant," I tell her. She doesn't know what that word means, so she just continues on with her diatribe on pie unifor mity as if I'd never spoken. If I know she's not likely to come in, then I pinch the pies closed however the hell I feel like it. Sometimes I fold the crust over itself, sometimes I use all five fingers on it, sometimes I use a fork's tongs, sometimes a spoon. I've never once had a customer say, "Hey, this pie's edges are different!" They don't even see what they're eating.
They just shovel it in, mouthfuls of animal instinct. Watching them makes me want to be more than animal and never eat or fuck or fight again.
The girl by the pie shop sits on her porch and whittles wood. I can't see what she's making. She's intent on it, though. And I want to know, so I decide to buy a pair of binoculars. There's a small voice whispering, in the back of many others, that maybe that's going too far, but I ignore that voice. That's how I know that Christine is fuck ing the ape, by ignoring the voice and climbing a drainpipe. I tell the lady at the sporting goods store that they're for bird watching.
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"My uncle is taking me up to the Catskills this summer. He writes for Audubon magazine, and he's going to get me a job, but first I have to learn how to recognize all the different birds in North America."
"Cool. That'll be twenty-two nineteen."
"That was a lie," I tell her. "Really, I'm just going to a Cowboys game, and I have nosebleed seats."
"Whatever, man."
I lean in real close to her and say in a stage whisper, "There's this girl that whittles. I want to see if I can look in her house."
She sticks the receipt in the bag with the binoculars, hands it to me, and turns to the person behind me in line.
Sometimes I drive past Christine's work and find her car in the park ing lot. I'd like to know what's going on with her, but ever since she saw me looking at her through her bedroom window while she was getting pummeled by the ape, she refuses to answer my calls or ac knowledge me when I run into her on purpose. When we first started dating, sometimes I'd meet up with her and her co-workers at the bar. They talked nothing but inane bullshit.
Who's fucking who, who fucked who, who's going to fuck who. I could have shifted the conversation around by saying something like, "Who the fuck cares?" But out of some personal sense of etiquette, I
just sat quietly at the table and built geometrical patterns out of the coasters, glasses, and whatever else was lying around. She told me once that it embarrassed her. "They think you're odd," she said. "Why do you have to mess with the stuff or? the table like you're some child?" "Let's have a little dance," I said, wanting to hold her. "There's no music." "It's right in here." I tapped her head, then mine. The girl whittles body parts. They hang from the tree in her yard and stand like broken statues in the grass. She has to have carved wood for years to get the detail she does. Hands with delicate nails, veins and knuckles, fingers splayed, ears and eyeballs severed from faces, inner organs, twin kidneys, the pump of the heart, valves stretching into air. They're all life-size. The best, I think, is a foot. It stands on the second step of her porch. It's a man's foot, shoeless. Hair on the big toe. It makes me uncomfortable, naked there. I want to find out what size it is and buy it a shoe.
Work was easier when I had Christine to go home to. I felt like I was building a lasting relationship, so I didn't much care that I had to wear a shirt that says, "All of the five food groups in one meat pie!" Now, without her, I see that I am a twenty-eight-year-old man in a meat-stained shirt with the dumbest of all dumb lines on the front.
To make myself feel better, I start wearing my shiny black shoes to Once up, we hop a low wall, and there's a great expanse of roof around us. I follow her to the edge, and we look down about a hun dred feet to the street below.
Shrill muffled laughs carry up to us. There's lots of cleavage below us. I can look right down into the nest. To the east, a building is being constructed, welders on the roof, working night hours to get her done.
Sparks fly off into the black.
"Private fireworks," she says, looking at me. This is an invitation. I raise my bottle of beer to my mouth. I look at her over the lip. She looks right back.
"
Step up onto the edge with me," she says, and in an instant she's climbed onto the low brick wall dividing the roof from the drop, and she's standing with her toes hanging over into air, her arms spread out on either side. "Timing, I guess."
"Timing matters," she says.
Timing. Choosing acts and reacts with precision, thought, logic. There is no passion in timing. There is no fire. There is no pleading for love while I hunker down with blood in my eye.
We climb back down the drainpipe and over the wall and amble out into the middle of the road, maneuvering around the jerking drunken puppet bodies. She uses her feet to gracefully avoid them, spinning, dancing. None of them notice her. I can't stop looking at her. "Why do you carve body parts?" I ask. "I don't know. Human pieces, they're more whole than the whole thing." I want to hold her like I've never learned to hold a woman, but all I can manage is to stare at her with a wonder. Reason. Edward is reasonable. She smiles kindly at me, like she pities me, or has forgotten who I am, and she puts her arm around Edward's waist. She's waiting for me to congratulate her. I just stare
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"Who is that dude?" I hear him ask on the way out.
"I used to fuck him," she says, her hand still on her belly. Edward doesn't even look back over his shoulder. I glance across the street and see Molly with the binoculars. She waves.
That night I awake to darkness. I put pants on and walk outside. The streets are quiet in the outskirts of the city. It's late, or early. Early morning darkness. I walk without destination, and there are no girls in summer skirts, there are no distractions, no lives to eat, only me.
And I am a twenty-eight-year-old man who works in a meat pie shop.
There's no getting away from all that meat. Sarah Colvert
